THE    MEMOIRS    OF
'You had better cry for your djin like a child/ shouted
the warrior scornfully. *I should like to see a white man's
tears/
'That you may do/ said Rashleigh, seeing in this alterca-
tion a chance to get his limbs free. 'See if you can make them,
flow. Unbind my hands and give me a nullah-nullah and
try , . . You will not? No, you are afraid, knowing well
I would quickly make you weaker than any woman/
An aged black interposed, whispering something in the
angry warrior's ear, which caused him to nod his head
acquiescently and sit down. The old fellow then made a
round of all the elder warriors holding a consultation in low
tones, finally returning to his place and sitting silent for a
while.
'Pale stranger/ he began at last, 'you were once thrown
out of the sea upon our fishing-ground, and a wise man, who
is no more, but had been a mighty warrior in his younger
days, saw in your face the likeness to a son who had passed
away. Because of this he saved your life and made you into
a warrior. For these things which were very good you have
brought evil on our tribe. Two stout men who yesterday
could have helped to defend us against our foes are to-day
dead by your hand. For all this justice forbids us to take
your Hfe, because those two "who are gone tried first to kill
you before your club was lifted against them; but you may
not stay with us longer lest the angry spirits of the departed
take vengeance on the tribe for letting you live unpunished,
Go, then, take your women, your dogs, and your weapons.
The land is wide. Dwell where you will, but come no more
near our hunting-ground. I have spoken. Do as I say.
Well, my brothers?' An acquiescent grunt, usual on such
occasions, came from the assembled warriors. 'Will you go,
then, in peace and leave us?' he concluded.
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